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NATIONAL COMMENDATION in 
SCHOLASTIC CONTEST 


“NOODLES AND KNOWLEDGE 


7” My grandmother made noodles, . Perhaps this is not a very 
remarkable feat, but to me it was amazing. I was eleven at the 
time, and it was the first - and last - time I had ever seen the 
process of noodle-making. 

The procedure was fascinating. First she would roll-out the 
dough on the ping-pong table - as thin as tissue paper and as big 
as a small tablecloth, Then she would get. out her long~bladed . 
noodle-knife and cut multitudinous small strips., After, they were 
eut, Grandma, or Bubba, as we called her, would hang the noodles 
over a wooden clothes dryer, and there they would stay: until they 
were dry, looking for all the world like the thatching for a 
Hawaiian hut drying in the sun. They were the best noodles in the 
world, 

a dow we frown on such things. We extol the virtues of push- 
button cooking;. we, hail the pre-cooked, packaged noodles... They 
come in all sizes and shapes, from shoestrings to sea shells. 

Like all our modern foods, they are a great convenience, But 

Bubba didn't care for convenience. Whether the item was food or 
drink or a pillowcase, if it could be made, she made it. My. 
grandmother was 4@ do-it-yourselfer long. before the practice.was 
fashionable, . Perhaps this stemmed from the poverty of.her first 

| years in America, or maybe it was a result of her childhood in 
ussia. ie cor : 

When Dora was born in the village of Minsk, Russia, the .U, S. 
Civil War had juss ended, She may not have known much about. 
America or its struggles, but her father was determined that. she 


should get the best available education, The family was not rich, 
cade 


Jews were allowed to own property, but they we 
e of the : 8 


noni 

z pie asthe managers of 4 brevery. 

ta 
confo' +, the girls learned how to sew and knit and ¢, 

a a her brothers 1 " 

‘came to give her bro ©880nS, Dora Was 

on the tutor cam dy 

and when 


there be a new teacher in the tox 
too, should WD, hep 
the classroom 


father saw to it that the nena ee eee te Ee PRESUe a POBL tion, 

America beckoned to Dora and her husband, Morrig, and they 
settled in Atlantic City, New Jersey, a mogt of Fae *earning 
was useless here, Her knowledge of Gees ey noe from the 
Talmud could not buy bread. It was not an orer time ~ money vag 
scarce and jobs even scarcer. There may have been a lack of food 
on the table, but there was always food for thought Be her hone, 
for she was determined that her children should learn both the 
a and the old. 

Combining her quest for knowledge and her insatiable interest 
4n people, Dora was loved and respected’ by all of her friends, 
There were always people with her, either a Visiting Rabbi tho 
wished to discuss a point of the interpretations of the Bible, or 
the Italian neighbors, who dropped in for somé of her epocial oe 
"Jewish pizza." So many of us make the mistake of thinking our 
ways and-our language are the only ones, and that different 
languages and people must be inferior, Bubba may have spoken in 
broken English, but she was one of the ‘wisest people’ Ihave kncun. 


’ When I knew her, Bubba wag very old 5 and I'was very young, : 


spent much of her time studying the ancient writings, she once 
confided, at the age cf 90, that she wanted to take a sightseeing 
blimp ride! : 

Her hands were always busy. While her eyesight lasted, she 
would work almost continually on embroidery or crochet lace. Yards 
and yards ‘of lace, either bleached white or stained beige with 
coffee. Pillow case edgings, collars, even entire tablecloths 
were magically fashioned by her flashing metal crochet hook. 

Bubba was born when the steamboat had just been perfected. 
When she died, satellites were circling the earth, but her 
wonderful philosophy has bridged the decades, and will continue to 

_be remembered by all who knew her. I too will remember her as 
saying —- "Studeer und leren - es iz azai fil tzu lernen!" 

Study and learn - there is so much to learn! 


Diane Wolfe, 127-4 


PSALM 201 


Learned is the man who does his lessons faithfully, 

And listens attentively in class, 

And turns in his homework punctually. 

But he will be delighted with the knowledge he gains; 

And this knowledge shall enrich him day and night; 

And he shall be as a genius in the ranks of the ignorant,, 
Shedding his knowledge among them; 

His mind also shall have wisdom; 

And whatever he endeavors shall be successful. 


The ignorant are not so; 

But are like the pages of burnt books, which are illegible. 
Therefore the ignorant shall not have wisdom, 

Nor the stupid have enlightening knowledge. 

For wisdom is the way of the learned; 

But the way of the ignorant shall perish. 


Ralph Emanuel, 314-4 
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this ho : 
cae somewhat an anomaly 5 


Please Geign o read assiduously 
. Te 

* : ie: 5 9 5 S . S 
¢hough nebuluos and Liquescen’, 
ae i seabive x ginister melanin 
You plot to lacerate my heart's 

Insatiable infatuatie i‘ 

r subtlest whim my Sta e is. 

You You have effected absolute, consummate subjugation, 


i homoric 
Yet you arraign that my mien sop ; 
; "should give me poignant mortification. 


Memorizing your Vocabulary Lists 

Is not explicitly exhilarating. 
I need Herculean fortitude 

And arduously spend a sennight ruminating. 
Subsequently, .your ruthless repertory 

Is an insidious inequity excruciating. 


IV. 


Anon, when I am moritund, 
My cadaver shall be incinerated. 

You will receive. an oracular imprecation, 
And your gross deeds denominated. 

Then, my apparition will return : ' 
And choke you 'til your breath's abated.. 


* Who compiled the V ‘ . 
Literature. soatulary Lists in Adventures in American 


%% Namely, Sue Glaser, 313-3 
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IO feo Davbfe, Trim the Stubble. 


PROLOGUE: Pray, ; 
My story will cause quite 


The scene: 


__ an SRSOMAE 
DRAMATIS PERSONAL 
The Prologue 
The Bax‘ber 
The “Bard 
The Drunkard 
The Scot 
xe ee RS x kOe HF OF eK ROR OK 


(enter PROLOGUE, the Spirit of the Sonnet) 


ear to what I says 
a stir this day. 
°s Muse 


That she, too, listen to 
For to the listening world 
A curious and fascinating tale 
_ Wherein, for once and all, there shall be shown 


The answer to a question yet unknowne 


Have patience,sirs, and bear with my delay, 

For you will soon discover in our play 

The answer to the problem of the year: 

Were Shakespeare’s dramas written by Shakespeare? 
Good sirs, you'll find, if you will lieten hard, 
The author was the barber, not the Bards -’ 


_ (exit PROLOGUE) 


A barbershop in Elizabethan London, striped pol 
included. If Shakespeare may be permitted Sere 


nisms, so may we all. 


At rise: The BARBER, sitting’ ina chair, springs to attention 


BARBER: 
BARD: 
BARBER: 


when the BARD enters his shop. 
Good morning, guv' nah Hatrout? 
Callest thou me Meu’ nah? Dost' not know who I am? 
‘Rraid not, guv’nah, 
I am Will Shakespeare, of the Globe. 
Blimey! The Globe? 


Aye, the Globe. 


How about that? TI 
3 
paper, great paper, ead the Globe all the time. Great 


= 


BARBER; 


How now, foolish fellow’ I spoke of the Globe med Gee 
not the Daily Globe$ 


Righto!.. My mistake. I never get out to shows: mck 
anyway. I just sit around at home with the me 
watching the cockfights. ; , 


Cease thy prattle, fellow, and execute tg icasetal 
offices. J 


All right, all right! You donit have to be so touchy 
about it, guv'nah. ~ * 


(The BARBER prepares the BARD for barbering) 
Forgive, sirrah, my curt and black humor, but I am 
sorely pressed. I mist needs write a new play, and 
can think of naught. I fear that my Muse, hlessed 
Melpomene, hath deserted: me. Ah woe, ah woel My 


career shall perish as oo a frail blossom in Winter's 
icy blasts$ 


Well, that's show biz. 

Ah, thou canst efor to laugh my plight to scorn! 

Goo! -who told you that guv'nah? I keep as busy as the 
next bloke. Gawd only knows if I'll be able to make it 
through the three days I have left till my vacation 
starts! ; 

Three days, sirrah? Thy wait is almost done. 

I know, I know. But-they go by so.blinkin" slow. 
ed mere days - slowly? How so?.«- ne 


Oh, you know how it is, guv' nahe - Poucrr oe and tomorrow 
and tomorrow creeps in this Dorty pace from day to day! 


Ho there! Well said, fellow! Perhaps I shall use that 
in my next play. irae 


Oh, it weren't nothin, guv'nah. Here, you want hair tonic? 


Verily so. - 


Righto. Then I guess Tei. have to ere my ruddy watch off. 


Thy watch? Wherefore aby: watch? 


Well, it's like ‘this, guv'nah. When you work with your 

hands all day, like I do, your wrist gets all sweated 
up, and.if you. wear.a watch, the sweat's apt to spoil it. 
So I always put this special protective-deodorizer on 


-B~ 


‘Hast read i 


 Garn! 


1 vo yian't want that sturr ee aes 
ty 


rfumes ° 


¢ I must nee 
i your -turned Pare = PSTMEMbe, 
: ner 
{ Anot jl. ft 
Oe one 2S We BARBER trims in peace, whist), 


softly) Rares readest the Globe? 


yeals guv* nahe 


¢ England will go to war with France? 


Where'd you hear that? 


Thou: secffest? “ 
e.it, guv’nahe hoever said ¢ 
on’t you believ epg a tale told by a ieee 


Goo=- a ff nis chump! | 


+ be o 
idiots that’s whate 
Indeed so? 
In-dubitably! Why the mere sound of it fills ie with 
fury! 


But it did appear on the fornt page! 
That don’t signify nothin’, guv*nah. Remember that olg 


story about Sir Walter Raleigh taking off his cloak for 
the Queen?- That was on the front page, too. 


Was not that veritable? 

Noooo: It peg) eae true! 

You don’t say! -er- that is -forsooth! 

Blimey, guv'nah, the good old days of chivalry are dead: 


Don’t you know that? 


(Ent r the DRUNKARD, somewhat the worse for wear) 
~ How a"y"'do, cha 
Pse Lovely da ‘ bloke 
feel like singin", it does, ie cee t itt Makes 4 


Methinks the £ ae a 
Dionyatis, © fellow hath overzealously worshipped 


a: drinking, too, 
Aes 


DRUNKARD: 


(indicating the BARD) 

Here, what's the matter with that bloke over there? Don’t 
he know how to talk decent English? 

Come on, ducky, no rummies in this shops 

Aw, I ain't had but a drop ine 


In the last half hour, you mean. Now, do you get out 
or do I have to throw you out? 


Now, chum, can't a man get a little rest for his tired 
feet? 


Out, darned sot! Out, I say! 


All right, all right, I'm goin’. I'l] take me business 
elsewhere; I will. (Exit DRUNKARD) 


I could have been more forceful, but I didn’t want to 
use offensive language. 


Thy tact is to be commended, sirrah, albeit the foul 
tippler was most unworthy of it. 


Now you're talking, guv'nah! That's why I can*t wait 
till all this hurlyburly's done and I can take my ruddy 
vacations 

(Enter the SCOT, dressed in his national costume) 
Thou hast an additional visitor, sirrahe 


Blimey, and a bloomin’ kilter, too! 


If you please, mon, I have a message for Queen Beth, 
and must look presentable before I may give it to her. 


Now, hold your horses, Mac. If it’s a haircut you want, 
you'll have to wait till I'm finished with this customer 
here. 


But you don’t understand. It*s a very important message 
for Queen Beth. 


I'm sure it is, Mac, so if you'll just wait your turn- 
Please, mon, for the sake of Queen Beth! 

I don’t care about Queen Beth, Mac! 

Ods bodkins, I have it! 

Have what, guv'’nah? 


The title of my new play. I shall call it: Mac-Beth! 
-10- 


Well, how about that? 


friend op (The BARD runneth out) 


Gramercy» 


You forgot to pay me! 


( reflective 


$ ! 
a minute e'll be back next season, when he 


BARBER wait 
ee yell) TI suppose 
needs another of those a x 
Well, what are you waltl g F 


THE END 


SONNET TO AN. ANTIQUE JAPANESE ‘JEWELRY Box 


Jav00% th scan 
é a box which from my shelf do 
Darah abate, with wise and ancient eyes, 
The clumsy, modern objects must surprise . 
One who once gazed 


To think that years before my life began, 


Your deep-grained panels showed a pink sunrise. 
You were adorned with turquoise butterflies 

And owned by some young bride in old Japan. 
Your glossy, lacquered wood begins to fade. 
Your burnished silver handles now are blacke 
Where once a Buddha sat with eyes of jade, 

Your ivory-covered lid now shows a cracke 

But Time, your grace has far more lovely made. 
True Beauty can ignore the almanace 


plasted plays of his. 
Mac? Step up, step up, 


on vase, and screen, and fane ~ 


(To the sc 


Sue Glaser, 313-3 
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OL' SOUTHPAW 


T am writing a letter or a paper in class; I am eating. Then 
I hear it, that familiar exclamation. "Why you're left-handed." 
they cry, surprised, making it sound as though I'm a freak from 
the Moon, . 
Secretly within I am seething, but I manage to keep a calm, 
happy exterior. "Yes, I am, aren't I!" I reply, equally surprised. 
Now I ask all you haughty right-handers, "What's wrong with 
being left-handed?" It's true, perhaps, that can-openers, sewing 
machines, doors, golf clubs, power saws, hockey sticks, etc., were 
designed with the right hand in mind; but then who can sit down to 
a meal, simply pick up the fork and immediately begin eating? The 
Great -One-Who-Uses-His-Right-Hand? Guess again! (Remember, forks 
are usually placed to the left of one's plate.) Thus, we have one 
point, however insignificant it may seem, in favor of the southpaw. 
(We can overlook the small detail that Scat Europeans eat with the 
left hand whether they are "lefties" or “righties".) 

What do I care if I can't write on a blackboard with facility! 
And I don't really mind having to face third base while at bat 
(while the "righty" batters can face the direction in which they're 
to run); nor do I mind having to approach a bowling alley in a form 
slightly different from that of the right-hander. After all, a 
southpaw pitcher has an advantage over a right-handed batter, and a 
left-handed tennis player (if he plays well) can easily hit shots 
which his right-handed opponent may find a little difficulty in re- 
turning. Here, another point in favor of left-handers. 

Life in a right-handed world such as this can become exasperat-- 


ing at times for "lefties.'’ I can say for myself, however, that 


ceil aes 


edge over the advantages | 


ea slight 


gadvantages hav 
f£ fact, except for literally 


h the di 
althoug ‘ patter 


manage to get along: - 


ie : ded “gchoolmates and tablemates, smudg- 


8 with right-han 
I baa in this left 


and other minor difficulties, I don't 


w 
a? oe oteate eas English, made 


ing every other word. 
for the right hand, 


to order 
" ia fact, I rathe 


fe nde, it-I'm different ! 


mind being a "lefty: 
ong with being a a southpaw? In my opinion, nothing--~.. 
o what's wr ; 


a \ 
‘ Carol Sills, 218-2 


ON HANDSHAKES 
are a definite part of today's. modern social Aue Ee 


troy a budding friendship. | 


Handshakes 


The wrong kind of handshake could des 


Or, perhaps, handshaking is really not effective. The United 


States is presently handshaldng all over the world, and where has 
it gotten us? -~ 

A handshake can reveal a great deal about a person: his occupation, 
his hobbies, even his character, A waiter who works in a restaurant 
famous for wines might twist a hand instead of shaking it. . A constructio. 
worker who specializes in the operation of pneumatic drills might 
hold one's hand and vibrate. A clerk in a shipping office might hold 
a person's Land, and ‘sway back and forth. : 

If.any of these statements, 


dear reader, apply to you, learn to 
handle your handshakes} 


~13- John Miner 330-2 


THE BERMUDA GUNPOWDER PLOT 


It was the biggest literary hoax of the year. The echool was 
in an upproar, the Teachers’ Room didn't stop buzzing, hurried con~- 
ferences were made, and we barely survived a battery of tests which 
made our bodies quiver, our limbs turn to jelly and our hearts 
congeal in despair, 

Would you like a sample of the questions which members of our 
class were forced to anawer? We were told to list the major 
generals during the Revolutionary War, to describe the Battle of 
Saratoga, to name the capitals of the United States, and to answer 
essay questions ad infinitum. After this massive dose of punish- 
ment, we sat back and pondered the events which had "hoist us with 
Our own petard", Let me start at the beginning. 

The story that I am about to narrate is for the most part true; 
the names, however have been changed to protect the perpetrators 
and the deceived, This travesty on truth took place in an American 
history class, in junior high school, a few years ago. When our 
class (I must confess that I was a member of it) catered our 
classroom one fine day in November, we discovered that our teacher, 
Miss Jones, was absent and a substitute, Mrs. Brown, was there in 
her place. When the roll had been taken, Mrs. Brown made her first 
fatal mistake - that of announcing that she was an English teacher 
and did not know the first thing about history. I said fatal, 
because this statement set our cunning minds to work on how we 
could deceive her. 

Our regular teacher left a note to Mrs. Brown, saying that for 
the first part of the period we were to finish writing our reports 


on one phase of the American Revolution and in the last part we were 
apace 


Winesroom “oe ap one fs the ee 


ginc? 2 ners' Room 
Fite the) Tee so ett 


ie aietakes for as soon 4s she haa 
ot together to see what deception y, 
“gisappesr® It tea if snie gathering that the Bermuda 
perpetrate: a fictitious incident in the War Por 
es since the story is too long to narrat, 
of the major components as taken fron the 


jon, so We reported, there wer 
Mere 


Grevce: the nore notable ones was right defor 
NG) 

This took place early Ane Withee The 

ee sorely in need of supplies, oF 


noments , 
ra toga. 


general ’ Washington, 


ecisively beaten 
here was a supply of gunpowder on the fae 


many bleak m 
the pattie of Se 


American ose: 
by the British Cogn aa ee Ethan 


he would be d 
“Fortunately t 
Fak also te man re 
n--Colonel Solomon Be Gaines~-and get it there 


he arrived with it ieee 


Allen. 
e pines sourceful enough to eet it to 


General Washingto 
Through his daring and cunning, 


perc 
ave the day, so that he became one of the unsung 


just in time to s 


heroes of the war. 
With fesapen faces we made the report, and then evs our 


substitute whe ther she had ever heard of this daring exploit, 

She replied (to our glee and amusement ) nat a faintly remem 
bered =. = 
red it, The clea was Soar trying to hold back a wa gf 

puna wich thr 7 
eatened to give aw ) 
a 
a x ee a y the whole hoax, : for little 
at this eheiceny never t k 
00 place A ee the Battle 


of Saratoga occurr 
ed a2 ani pee in 4, a 
1777 1 out » and tha t the gene 


were Benedict Arnold of the Continental Army and General Burgoyne 
of the British forces, not Washington and Ethan Allen. 

We then asked our substitute whether we could do a little more 
research and she made another blunder of great magnitude by saying 
yes. At this time the hoax was assuming gigantic proportions. We 
went over to the reference part of the library and took out stacks 
of books, biographies, and encyclopedias, for we had decided that our 
next opus was to be a biograhical sketch of our fictictious hero, 
Col. Solomon Gaines, 

Solomon Gaines, as our report read, was born in Washington, the 
capital city, in 1753. He received a good primary and secondary 
education in P, S, 203. Then he went to Villanova University in 
Pennsylvania and studied to be a lawyer. Gaines did so well there 
that he did some post-graduate work at Oxford University and by the 
time he was finished, he was Solomon Gaines, Lid., A\O.F., B.L.R., 
C.C., H.R.E., I.0.0.F,, K.T., S:P,Q.R., and S.P.C.S. 

Little did our substitute realize that Washington was not made 
the capital city until thirty years later, that Villanova University 
was founded in 1853, and that the long string of degrees stood for 
Lawyer, Ancient Order of Foresters, Breech-Loading Rifle, County 
Clerk, Holy Reman Emperor, Independent Order of Odd Fellows, Knight 
Templar, The Senate and the Roman People, and the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Substitutes. 

We were just finishing oral reports on this delightful biographi- 
cal sketch when a PRESENCE was felt in the back of the room. In- 
pelled by a miraculous sixth sense, we turned to the back of the 
room to see our regular teacher, Miss Jones, standing casually against 
the board, a quizzical smile on her face. 


ae" Paul Berch, 228-2 


How TO HANDL4 A DIXISCRAT 


1 tantly through some quirk of nature; J faa 
: ; ‘aq 


unfortunate combination of Texan ana 


4 common to fast Texas but mereifully scarce c 


pixiecraty 
; a “piend on the Civil War, trying to fing 


as. vark is 
hen it was obviously the better 


he south lost w. 
ss him tnstructing 


Central Tex 


e reason why t 


s om : 
my little sister, thre 
’ &, 


tT often Sone acro 


acts of the 
3 walking through a2 room, ‘I heard Mark tell. 


side. 
War between the ‘States. 


about the real f 


one day when I wa 
ing my little CID "Federates are pestest! And Yankees are te 
good!" regia to take issue et him on this, I swiftly interrupt. 


ed, saying, you now that isn't true. Some Yankees arg 


wNow, Mark, 
just like people overyiner®. 


In this family, you 


good, some are bad ; What about 


Kennedy? (This was during the 160 campaign). 


had better Jets hin, and he's fron Boston. " 


"Yeah, but his family wasn't even here ‘when the 'Federates 


fought the, Yankees. " 
10.24, you've | Caen me there, out if a South is "bestest." 
_ then that means that it fought for wnat was “right. Do you think 


: : 
hat slavery is right? And can a stat te leave the United States 
just because it doesn't like Geet happens?" | 
Yell, maybe slav eat t 
5 ery Mesa right, but the Yankees sold the 
slaves to them," he countered in a qualifying voice Ana th 
| ‘ 6 en 
"But the S ea laveen 
e, Southerners had to have slaves to erow cotton!" 
: : ae ) on! 
"Did the workers have to be slaves?" — 
"But... ," Mark en | 
ae , Tk faltered, realizing that he was » 
Trying valiantly, he Peet eetca | ne 


W 
? But a state can leave the Uniun! 


Jhy n . I y = 
\ ot t oined b t (2) uv 2% t ean lea ve b a tself 


17. 


"So a state can leave the Union by itself. That is just 
like a person withdrawing from Texas, just because his candidate 


didn't get elected Senator," 
Poor ark, horrified at the thought of anyone withdrawing from 
Texas and exasperated by the argument, walked out shouting, "I 


- don't care if 'Féderates are no atch they're still the bestest!" 
rare eh owe Duncan Ellinger, 113-2 
PERFECTION me amas vs 


Oh come sweet dawn and drive away the night 

With varied colors pink and soft with light 

Repel the lurking mists of black and gray, 

For this, I feel, will be a perfect day. 

And while I dressed and viewed the chaste new morn. 

I felt just like a child, a babe new-borne 

lured on by this:enchanting, flawless scene, 

I stepped into a new world moist and green. 

Into a field of emerald, glistening grass, - ace sat ates : 

Through webs of lace from spiders that did pass 

Through fields of tall, majestic, golden corns 

Green arms raised up to greet the new child, dawn. 

Then in a quiet place, a mossy nook, 

I stopped to use my paintbrush and my book. 

But colors on a canvas could not show 

The wondrous beauty nature did bestow. 

And thus I spent. a goodsdeal of my time 

Wading in brooks and finding hills to climb. 

But when the noon sun's -rays did heat the ground, - 

The air grew heavy, still, without a sound. 

Then did I lie upon-a grassy bank 

And into peaceful slumber, swiftly sanke 

No person of the noblest ancestry 

Had such a bed as nature gave to mee 

Who can.indulge in tranquil slumber sweet? - 

With flowers at his head and at his feet? 

When L.awoke the birds were flying homes 

The sun was on his way to parts unknown. 

-And so I thoughtI should be on my way, 

Before the scarlet sky turned dark and graye — 

With one last glance at this teloved place, ~— 

My heart was filled with gratitude and grace. 

In future years when my epee ope stray, 

I reca.l this fect holiday. : 
ae z Py ae - Susan Jacobi, 314-4 
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’ HESKIMO 


town Hall chimed sixe Early. 
piscuit-making town in 


_ gray skies, and °... 


1 British weather e 
x house at Number 16, 


n her muffin and 


ay of typica 
etentious bric 


Mrse Harrington spread jam o 
Jennifer was talking about 


r daughter ° 


onation Squar oo 
een the chief source of Bossip 


Cor 
4 thoughtfully + 


o he 


listene 

the new girl--that America who had b 

at Miss Olivery's Hendean House Schools 
veciiyee=J09¥ a 


"Ruth is ever so nit? = 
like the cowboys on the 


with suca @ queer accent, 


what I meaneecee 
yo doesn't jike tea, or who can’t hold a 


Telly. Fancy anyone wa 


hockey stick!" 
at?s only natmedly Jenny," responded her mother 
e 


ecarcely a f ortnighte" 


chate. It’s the way she's 


"I expect th 
. "She's been in this country 

"Yes, Mummy, but it’s not only 
always rushing about--always in 4 frightful hurry to GET somewhere 
gr to DO something. She's forever talking about how much better 


things are in the States. Yesterday, she asked me why 
we needed 


Cli i he 
ippies. Why, in New York the same man drives the bus nd 
a 


collects the money.” 


"How odde I should 
° n't let it wor 
ry me, as long a 
Ss she's a 


funny sort, if you know 


fi 


changes myself--t i 
he way things used to be is still good 
good enough for 


mee 
e. I know Americans ARE different." 


And , with a : 
9 heerio 9 Mum > vt J nnifer was off 


sixpence for an-ice-lolly for the trip back, and started the long 
climb up Purley Hill to await the bus. 
_ The clock in the tower of the Town Hall chimed sevens Inside 
the big, white house on the Oxford Road, Ruth Adams gulped down the 
last of her morning cocoa, and popped the bread into the electric 
toaster. If she didn't hurry, she would miss the bus. "Not that 
it matters," she mused. “That bus: is seldom on time, anyway. . 
Nobody will ever do anything about it because they like it that 
way. These English are a strange people.” 

Five minutes later, Ruth was dashing down the Oxford Road, 
avoiding cyclists, to meet the other girls at the oly Hild bus 
stop. A friendly dog accepted the piece of cold toast alle tossed 
at him. . 

The clock in the tower of Town Hall chimed eight. Clippy 
Pat made her rounds, collecting fares, and leaving. each passenger 
with a helpful bit of advice, delivered in a’ Cockney accents To 
the tired-Looking woman with the racking cough, “she. offered: 
"Ye wants to tike emnthin’ fer that cough, lovey. Me old Mum 
used to give me 'Dr, Dingle’s Cough Medsin®-~"elped me every time, 
it did." . 

On the top deck of the bus sat two girls, iaurktoally dressed 
in the serge tunics, ‘navy blazers, white shirts, long gray . 
stockings, and school ties which proclaimed them to be students 
at Miss. Olivey's Hemdean House School, The Clippy listened to 
their conversation, a privilege accorded to all of her kind. . 

"I say, Ruth, I do love. sitting on the top deck, don't you? 
"Yeah, I guess so, if the bus.ever cene on time." 

' "0h, why don't you just get off and. walk?" see"Ere,. ian duckies 
Don't let's fight. now,” cyt in Pat, . - 
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o as ha 


The tired-Looking woman with 


nmedsim 
nd Ruth, too, all but 


* and her cough 
n Jennifer ee 


passeds Jennifer and Ruth visited at 


the week 
. 4 decided that the modern 


were useful but much too noisy; the 


n Ruth's home 
nd the auto,” a, petrol-consuming 


d jnelegants 2 


nd Jenny 


conveniences al 


ni 


furnitures clumsy 2 
ts home, saw just a crude ang 


Ruth, looking arcu 


monstere 
"surrounds" notwithstanding. 


dirty fireplace» the shiny prass 
it was gneffectual ‘and, oh, 
ty in the furnishings $ everything was 


Certainly, how difficult to Start the 
fire. There was no gaye 
stolid and heavye 


Jennifer took Ruth to see the latest cinema stars at the 


"flicks," to cricket- matches, to fairs, and on long hikes in the 


Berkshire countryside. 
Ruth told Jenny all about America--its supermarkets and dual 


highwa central 
YS» ral heating and skyscrapers, and about the people’ 
of America and what they believe. 

G 

radually, as the months rolled by, Ruth began to appreciat 
the beaut a 

y of this land which had, at first, seemed tr 
coldsand Je ' ana 
nny began to realize how wonderful was th 
e country of 


Wi h Ruth =e) of t snny 
- 2 l ~ 


rubbed off on Ruth; some of Ruth's thoughts became Jenny's, too 
. 9 ° 


The clock in the tower of the Town Hall chimed four, 
Olivey, 


headm WE 
eadmist: 
stress of Hemdean House School, looked around at 


the audience with setisfaction, the bouquet for the guest 


ma ws ths Parents and "old girls* yere quietly 


visiting among themselves. Little tadeledne whiting struggled 


through a Chopin Etude, "This is going to be the finest Prize- 


Giving Ceremony in all my forty years here," thought the head- 
mistress, and the audience Seemed to sense the same thought. 

Today, Jennifer Har rington, graduating first in her Forn, 
would read an original essay, "What England Means to Me," Every- 
body liked Jenny--but they had really come to see the american 
Ruth, the second-prize winner, and to hear her essay, "what 
America Means to Me," before she left for the states. 

Little Madelaine completed her Piano piece. The audience 
gave its polite applause, and turned its attention to the pro- 
gram’s next item. Miss Olivey nodded to Ruth, whose right 4t 
was traditionally to read her essay first, 

Slowly, the American girl mounted the stage and began: 

"I am proud of this country--proud to say that I live in Britain.” 
She gulped...This was Jenny's essay...She had picked up the wrong 
manuscript! Why, this wasn't what she wanted to say at all--or 
was it?" 

"There are other countries in this world more powerful than 
England, more modern, more prosperous. None of them, however,, 
has the love of the traditional, the unhurried attitude, the 
quiet and undemanding patience which the English alone have." 


As she read on, Ruth realized that she meant it--every single 
an22< 


. 


ause was deafening, 


Fi the appl 
gonolwee* ens Coe from Ruth, 
en § echs 
pe 
4 (e) t tead=-- and 
° ch! ins 
word : ‘ve rea spee 
150 im goo t bse ner friend. 
ite are. 
nyot a it aie 9 : 4 was surely the best 
I sohte 
te} rig 
Bes 488 oLivey s ge had ever - held. Pat's 
u: 
and BY. pemd an iste e 
mi ks trying’ as tan 
igo ae nen th retg tw a? : 
e nt +o Ww others Gay) don't matter ir 
Mum wes ee slong Pe Rete Whee oe 
on < 
get ees ploomin Heskimo--theyr 
they ca” other § V're 
a piinking Yeu ae 
one's 2 
eriends!” 
agoin' to ve Sue Glaser, 313,3 
NOTE-ITIS 


ns on every subject, one in particular; 
> 


many guotatlo 
you have in your heels," age 


of the 
ad 
nyhat you don Oe have 4n your head, 

situation, she ae 


plies to my mother+ — 


constantly retratin 


g her steps doing the things she had Gor- 


sser of two evils--a disease 


gotten. The cure is the le 


alls psoceasci oa 


which our family ¢ 
including the bathroom, is 


Every room ae the house, 
equipped with pencil and paper, in case it is necessary to write 


a matterof. -1i foot reminder. 


Mother insiste her best ideas arrive at night, and if she 
can't write nen at once she is unable to sleep. Once she wrote 
a note in the dark, and the next morning was unable to read her 
scribbling. She never did find out what she had written. 

There is no telling where notes will be una ‘ our house-- 
taped to the phones) atove, bathroom mirrors, front door, back 


door, 
r, and teakettle, Many times I find one tucked inwith. ny 
ot a ate) -23- é 


lunch, and I'm sure a few of her precious words have been eaten 
along with my sandwich. Once J opened the refrigerator and found 
an egg on which was written, "Use me first, I'm older” 

Once in awhile, however, the note system backfires, like the 
time mother gave me a list of groceries to buy. At the store I 
assumed "wh, b." was an abbreviation for white bread. How was I to 
know it meant whipped butter? Anpther time a calamity occurred 
when mother misplaced her shopping list. Since she couldn't re- 
member anything she had written, we frantically searched the house 
and finally found it in the refrigerator, stuck to a dish of ham- 
burger. 

My father insists that these notes are unnecessary and 
ridiculous, but he forgets that he wouldn't remember a thing 
if mother didn't write a note to remind him. 

Actually, this mania began innocently enough when mother 
was a secretary. She learned to keep only important things 
in her mind, and to write down the insignificant details. But 
the habit has overtaken her, and mother declares she absolutely 
could not manage her life if she broke her right arn, 

Since our home is managed in a systematic way, I don't 
cringe when friends curiously ask why our house is wallpapered 
with notes. I defensively answer, "Can't your mother write?" 


Jan Becker, 310-4 


ING 
{ZB yawn 1st prize 
i SARY 
AN cked when a package 
jet 20 160s who was delivering itt 
quite the P° 4 picturing the 
pennim, o ying net P past, 
esto nim Z jodes, 3 reoesvee ie nim this poem ie Be a we. 
« em, 
ee after this snot one TE : rigoner wants to « But why? 
: e 
a usefoLd takes you across the 
e agent whose lie 


Ge 
who wae Hous 
of freY qutelligenc 
Br+ Tt is an intensely absorbin 
terful author, 


ing Ge 
viatoher 30-7 - nL oxnet, oner 
is coun ryt 6 wn exec a sons py 2 mas 
Engl ed by 28 uniner 4 puma emot1o Dorothy Falchy, 
of susp and Prize 306 fe 


story wove 
yrrien's REICH 
i % onl; 

Wy peceles oe Y @ right » 
conquest," oe @ years, pustriay Guechoslovalt, 
also 4 duty." In 4 ann and were os Hh ian wich z Sion was” 
yenoiiand, Lithuan’s, oye were three traits 7. hig belief in Woden eneed 
49 rule the worlds The @ on his enemies , (2) his violence, 

for reveng' ter's pre judice an ate were shown in the 
reading The Rise And The Fall or 
understand 1B of on. 


(1) his desire 
(3) and his tns2°Soneantation Cory ji further your, 
the Thing Reich by My to become responsible citizens in all future, 
nel 8 3rd Prize ~ ok: 
__ pISCOVERING AMERICA 3 
a vital, aspiring, and colorful 


This year I discovered America, 
country, through the eyes of Alexander King, author of May This House Be 
Safe From Tigers. 2 54 a 
Mr, King paints the American scene with freshness; he discribes 
try--its people, customs, ° 
3 


through many incidents the make-up of our coun 


and localities. 
will appeal to everyone. Women will be toucheq 


This book, I believe, 
by Mr. King's affection and respect for their intellect and American 
's type of humor--vigorous, subtle 
3 


gee ee Men will enjoy Mr. King 
and delightful, Youngsters will enjoy learnin 
u g about their ; 
a an Pave way. All Americans will like sharing the ea 
, and devotion of Alexander King for his country and eis Laughter, 
Ramona Cohen 
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' THE CALLIopE 


Lptnouentelsheardllt ra Minute ago, but it was only a Tast, 
astee. 


creme truck with a mechanical recording, and ali ey ROY 
iidren mill. 


ing around it. 


hese kids t 
rT s today think anyone who can reneaber before television 


and space flights ws ancient. T am only eighteen a t t 
anda no a alt 


above running out ahi buying an ice cream cone from as street- 


vendor, but I can ‘remember when there were adventure stories on th 
e 


radio, like "The shadow" and "The Cisco Kid," and when People rode 
‘ 

n trolley cars i j i iti 1 

5 Ss instead of in ee buses, 


But summer was a special time for kids, then, too Winter 4 
C Ss 


fine for snowbélls and autumn is nice for collecting acorns, but 
3 


summer is different. Perhaps some of its magic is due to the length 


of the days - July and August are the only months when long after- 


noons stretch into evening, and for three hours the day stands still 


The slanting rays of sunlight seem to Pin the air in Place against 
the thick green leaves of the trees. 

It is a time for Picking dandelions ‘and tearing rege stems into 
strips, then soaking them in cold water until they curl up into 
garnishes for mud-pies. It is a time for watching the activity of 
the anthills that appear between the squares in the sidewalks It 
is time to water the grass - to point the hese nozzle straight up 
and let broken rainbows cascade to the ground - - to let the lawn 
uetens Like a prickly sponge and feel the warm water squish up 
between your toes. Doors and windows are wide open eetnis time 
of day. Insects buzz against the Berean and the sounds of dinner 
_ preparations can be heard. Other sounds, too, the show clanging of 


“the knife-sharpener man's truek bell, roller skate wheels clicking 


alcng the pavement - - but they “Sit blend, softened by the lazy air. 
- Qhe 


a paloonman wold Come & 
3 


ns 
arrerne? 
(o) 
pats oe thes? eo sumers the calliong 
asi° : 
Oce Sone #6 he far away bass notes, 
nese Se : 
4uba music -uUmMM—-Paa=toot 
9 


Sty 


aan tol! = ats that music? 
wphat'S the Calliope." fo 


that danced 


and the shrill 


Pidapice ee Bireeloess cue ayy 
even the grownups, fon 


wid not nave rivaled the shiny gilt of the 
5 uurpLe and green polka 


the Piper 
yellow and P 


organ or the pright red and 


rest of the wagone 


hat covered the 
white puffs ° stand a minute jin the 
re fading away » 


would smile at eve 


dots t 
£ steam would 


The short 
and the driver would stop 


ender twilight befo 


the truck and the organ player 


lav 
ryone before he 


started his magic again. 
n-mouthed pipes and wait and 


wld all gaze at the ope 


we wo 
polkas and carni al and j * 
Vv circus music that 


suddenly it would start - 
nderful than 2 real carnival or ci 
circus because th 
e thrill 


was more wo. 
your own head and you could make 


and color and action were all in 
-man j j 
g or the lady in pink tights who rides the 


yourself the stron 
elephants - i Try: 
you could win all the brass rings on th 
you could do anythi | : wo ed 
ything while the little steam organ 
piped its wild 


queer notes. 
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gould gnyly touch the peinted sides of “th 
© truck and 
» stil 


the calliope would move away witi ‘not even be ALL Playing, 
@ slightest 


an um-paa-toot remained. echo: of 


the evening brdeze would nsSabiy cae ‘ 
ast of th 
twilights leaves would rustle, ‘and we Phot © lavender 
smell the sweetn 
ess of 


freshly cat grass mixed with the spice of the onion 
7 weeds that ha ad 


algo’ been mown, It was dark then 
» 8nd everyone ‘wen 
% inside; 


calliope. was ‘gone for andothér year The ° 
Now 4% will no 
rt ene 


but 
4t's odd 4en't it,-how that wil 
’ d queér music Lingerg? 


Diane : 
How to Survive in My House . : eg a 


or 
Life in a Nutshell |; 

The main thing to realize when you-have three brothers : 
is that ae could be worse. Convince yourself, of. this. 
Now see how my ‘guide to survival will carry you through. 

If you should wake up at 5a. m. with a racking headache 
because Normey is’ giving a drum solo with a spoon and pie 
tin, and you can't find the faspirid, Oneiber that teacher 
ig the best medicine anyway. Try laughing. Keep trying un- 
til you succeed. With practice you, too, can develop a 
ready sniile. Learn to grin when you find someons ‘drawing 
with your lipstick: or fashioning an airplane from your 
chemistry homework. I said grin--not grimace, Only an 


unfailing sense of humor can save you. I should know! 


Lila Coleburn 113-2 
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recelve: 

e jexcluded from examinations so 

d be happy: thinking he Granemeve BAC A paper. 
ile taking @ 


be allowed’ whi 
oge students who don’ t 


that everyone coul 
talking should xaminations because 


this makes evavyone gee1at h 


Moreover, 
ome“and’ nelps ‘th 


the answers £0 the test 


know 
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“BUTTONS" ar BREAKFAS 
T 


“zy want to walk with 
you to your 
d Office thi 
8 


morning, Daddy am 


little, blond- 
ond-hatred girl Proudly toig 
Old her fat 


y seen my baby?" her, 
"po you mean Jack, "Buttons '?" 
you know, Daddy, his name is John. why q 
© you c 
ghe said like a child annoyed with a Sere all him Jack 
© doesn't pee 
m to 


understand, ‘ 
“why? I thought he was named after me 
» and all 
me Jack." a age ae 
“Why 2?" 
"Jack is a nickname for all People who have the 
name John; 
however, sometimes they're just called Johnny," : 
“paddy, what's a nickname?" 
"I'm sorry, 'Buttons', I don't have time to explain it 
now, 
why don't you ask your mother? 8B 
y the way, where is Mummy 
this 
morning? Is ahe up yet?" 
"yes, she's getting dressed, Mummy caid that she was coming 
down fer breakfast. Shall I always call him Jack?" 
"yes, darling. Do you want to have breakfast with me?" 
"No, Daddy, because I have already had my breakfast." 


"A11 right, come and sit with me while I eat." 


"Sure, Daddy, just because I love you." 


Kea IKE 


_.. After breakfast the tall man and the little girl, dressed in 


red jacket and blue overalls, walk to his office, On the way they 


play a game that calls for stepping over cracks in the pavement. 


"Buttons" is extremely happy because her daddy has stepped on two 
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part and ene’ it be che vier, 

ptake on ae pig door of the inner Sancy 
Uy 

ghe turns around and is coy. 


t° 
ae gecretary® 4 

u've walked your daddy ‘ 

) 


: » phe etd simply 


k agains 
a turns and walks out © 
nD 

o the Bast executive Wing of the whit, 


£ the office ang au 
0 


sheila Neustadt, 218-9 


CALORIES po COUNT 


upig fad was dieting and moderate fare." This quotation fron 
8 
is 2 line which, although written in 


Chaucer's Canterbury. Tales, 
been written today, 2 as a description ‘of my father 


1400, could have 
We, meaning my mother and me never know os of the latest 
g to weight control Dad has 


he household settled down to his latest 


i] 


books relatin just completed reading, 
No sooner does Mother get t 
e's ‘diet theory. The 


diet routine than Dad starts on someone els 


Calories Don't Count. As a result he re- 


latest is Dr. Taller's 
peatedly approaches the dinner table with such ome as: "Don't 
feed me this," or "Why don't we have this for dinner? This is fat 


tening," or "This ies high cholesterol," or "Are you sure this is 


poly-unsaturated val 


id 
erdodioally Dad will pat his protruding tummy and “iy 
cantt unders c : 
stand why this keeps getting bigger." Mother and I look 


at each ne b 
@cause we know the answer, Not one hour passes after 
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dinner which, by the way, has been careful) 
J 


prepared 
to Dad's current diet authority, according 


wh 
en we hear Cupboards rattling 


jn the kitchen and the refrigerat 


or j 
dor Opening and Closing, It 
is obvioys why the protrusion is not disappe i 
hy pearing, 
Dad has always had.a sweet tooth and could never feel 
} eel satis. 


fied no matter how delicious the meal was, unless he had h: 
ae ad a rich 
dessert, Now, Mother cannot seem to get adjusted to Dad! 
8 new 


routine end ehe,stiil prepares dessert, every night Dad tri 
: : : ° r es to 


resist temptation with all his might, fisaine ott 


uming at Mother 


for continuing this practice. Somehow his will power fai1 hi 
i Ss S him and 


he takes a small portion, mumbling that everyone is trying to make 
him fat. ; 

The busiest gadgets in our house are the bathroom scales, 
Before I go further I mst explain that there ig a difference of 
two pounds between the two. I always know when Dad's feeling easy 
because he will weigh himself Sh the lighter scale, 

Honestly, Dad weighs within five pounds of the norm for his 
height and build. His age and general softening of muscle tissue 
is, I think, all that is wrong. So all the Dr. Tallers and poly- 
arena turates: and fads and foibles will not correct the flabbiness, 

If he will accept the obvious and eat sensibly he does not have to 
forego his dessert and keep the household standing on its ear, try- 
ing to keep up with what's new in the diet field, A routine of mild 
exercise iv strengthen and tone his stomach muscles would also be 
very helpful. But knowing Dad as I do, I might as well save my 


breath, prepare myself to listen to more of the same and just say 


to myself, "That's my Dad." 
Darlene Cohen, 204-4 
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A jayet 

ghiftia his Kin 

feck: check: check. 

wate pawns re P hing ahead; 

nd check ~ heck ~ hec 
knights are dead. 


qill even 
1g Oh! tO be 4 King 
he murderous Queen 
r a plece to save 


heck: 
to stop. 


Rook an 
d bishop an 
the poard I start te weep. 


Till over 
1d fil 


My plans wou 
pawns S80 near, 
bishop or knight, 

ing out, 
flight, 


Oh King with 
Oh King, 8@u6 
It is not of plans 'm runn 
; But squares to continue my 
Check - check - check 
By progressioa by weavers by pawn 
by a double check? 


Pinned at last 
There was nowhere to have gone 


Mack Berch, 326-4 
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WEINFWAB: AND TRE. THREE se 


Weinfwab was a hairy little 1g Who sort of 
° re 


mindei 
prontosairus with a pas the Menace haireut, ded yoy of a 


fonile delinquent: Fe 


nine, public enemy number one, ang at tenet 


eu Guess it 
pe better if I told you the whole story, would 
Weinfwab lived with his family in Sterylana ane 
8 father acte 
in horror movies; hj a 
ag a Cyclops in 3 his mother played ba 
Seball with the 


washington Senators; and his elder Sister, Goldylox worked 
ed for a 


company that manufactured bear traps, 
During the summer months Weinfwab wo ula spend ait 


ef his time 
jn the house, except on sunny, rainy, 


or cloudy days, He would not 
go out When it snowed. Many of his happiest hours were spent hunt- 
ing in his Sherman Tank for food to feed to his Pet piranhag. 

It was on one of cle expeditions that he came to a field 


with two houses on it. The first house, which was made of candy 
; > 


had a pe i etaieiee hs ae Bout Pep windows 3 the second house was 
brick, with a wooden door and glass eee Since everyone who 
lived in Storyland lived in a candy Poot » Weinfwab Meatistely 
went to the brick house to see who lived there, He rang the 
doorbell, knocked on the door, pounded on the walls, tripped the 
fire alarm, and threw stones through all the windows, "I guess 
there's no one home,"the gaid to himself, So he broke the door 
down. 


The house was furnished with early American rocks and tree 


trunks. On a table were three steaks, He tasted the first, too 


much pepper; the second, too much salt; the third, just a bit too 


hen and mixed himself g b 
Ow), 


ape te 

d roles oe of ‘Sedteh on the 

and pee and anothes ( 
ang 


°. 
NR Dee F 
then ie ; 
pints gaw three ED th 
ie 


4 p 

¢ deel eee Muto tS, 2 @ did ‘th 
2 a econ e 

pee on tle same, Tale 

Liat its : it kicked him 


spird chair, 
‘ 5 9 arn 


9: 

oasy ASS et large 9129, and juny 
0 

The first bed Was tog 
0 


oft, and the third was. half and half. Dis 


window for some fr 
C) Nope and sat down at the dime 


the cot te? 8 
esh ee 


ears entered th 


en, eating my steal, 
" said Mama Bear. 


The three L 
" said Papa Bears 


table. soneone® be 
nsomsone!s been eating ey igteak; 


at least have eaten some of the vegetables, 
eee 


Oy gee 


They could 


said Baby Bear 
_ ‘They Looked eround to see if anything ‘had been taken ca 


my - chair," said vane Bear. 


one's been sitting in 


"Someone!s been ‘sitting in my chair, " said Mane Boer 
: SOLS Fase 7 og ee 


ut told: you we had CER Said Baby Bear. ? 
Papa didn't say anything buts went upstairs to , the beareen. 
Not expecting to see eayehine Like Weintwab- band ‘aone 3f add, 
Weinfwab not expecting to see anything Like oe. both were rectal 


2 Are ic 


my 
“ae 


there ° 


There was Weinfwab, al) alone h 
iccuping al 
way , 


When 
the window he went; unfortunately it was hiccup, Out 
& Secon 


4 story window 


The newspaper printed a nice article about him, and 
» an @éven 
now he rid Storyland of the three Beaeas ane — ™entioned 
F evious to that 
the 


three little kittens, the three men in a tut 
u the thr 
U ee 


Rous ° 
taires, the fiddlers three, and Brer Rabbit om 


Now in case you're wondering what happened to the th 
: rea beara, 
well they all became great Successes, When 
; they got the 
publicity 


in the newspaper, they split up, each going his own way. o¢ 
y. O 
course they go by different nameg now; there's Smoky the 5 
e Bear, 
yogi Bear, and sometimes seen walking in the halls of Coolidg, 
a 


about the time of finals, Bear withit, 


Barr 
‘Flowers for Algernon® ut Siewt aie 
: By Dantel K 
Quickly, before this feeling of pelediiiey Pane "y mast 
express my opinion of "Flowers for Algernon," Never have Tr read 
a story so tender and touching, or one so bittersweet. I have read 
very aoe coe See always having considered it rather 
childish and silly; thus "Flowers for yon" 
Lap for eal Algernon" held quite a 


The effectiveness of this work lies prince e q 
cunning characterization of Charlie Gordon, Be bees te a : 
reader a bubble of ridicule, followed by a meh of pity. One wishes 
to help Charlie and to cushion his life with the other characters 
who are also vividly humane 


Added to the story's credit is the keen brilliance of the plot. 
It causes the reader to moan, "Why couldn't I think of something 
like that?” and to nurture admiration for him who could and dide 
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e 
gi regim , for they were deprive q 


Alfred a cel a 


wae Deeeincdt a visa to Hollang 
ead Henseles. he received 


ane they took their few 
e¢ : 


ave th 
to 1e pull of confidence for a new life 
and eee 
were very thankful and thought that 
: y 
in Amsterdam, us over: rattle did they know what was in 
: ples we 
1 their trou 


al 
yr, them. ener a small office, and he and 
y and happily- 
w Jews in Germany but never dreamed 


store fo 


Alfred fo ‘They heard and read ‘hat 


his family lived quietl 


ning to their felto 


was happe The Wolfes felt so safe 


a invade Holland. 


‘ that the Nazis woul 
settle oseeencnthy, in Rete ands 


that they were planning to 


with the aid of some friends, they had already made a down 


payment on a small house. . 


One evening, about, a year after their arrival in Holland, 


as the entire family was sitting comfortably, listening to a 
cencert on the radio, they received a great shock. The program 
was interrupted by a highly sorres announcer who said that the 
Nazishad come to their country. Following this, the radio went 
dead. as did all the other electricity in the house. The Wolfes 
were frantic and at first stood stiffly. They then recalled the 


promise of an elderly farming couple who had said they would 
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nide them if, heaven forbid the Nazis wer 


ever to come. 
Outside, there was great Senfusion. but 


they foung their way 
to the farmhouse, a distance of about threg 


Miles, 
Upon hearing the dreadful news, the 


farmer and his Wife qickly 
prepared thé living ea ear 2 


€Sts-~ two Smal] holes 


pehind two huge paintings in‘ the living room, 


This was to be their 
nome for the next several years. 


As the Wolfes entered their new "home, ! they wer, 


that they had been saved, 


days, but 
rrieda. his wife, was full of confidence and hope, To live in these 


tight ouarters was far from comfortabie, but at least they were 
alive. Mrs. Wolfe ‘mitted much and Played word games with the 
children to keep them occupied. 

Once, their secret was almost revealed, for the Nazis came tg 
the farmhouse, ransacked the entire Place, but the idea to look 
behind the pictures did not enter their minds. Having heard all the 
noise, the Wolfes were numb from amclety and until the Nazis left 
did not move at all. The farmer, Mr. Ven Luntz > Was arrested on 
suspicion of helping Jews, and now only his kind, elderly wife 
remained. The Wolfes felt terribly guilty and asked the kind lady 
if they ought not to escape one night se she would be safe. Mrs. 
Von Luntz would not hear of it and said, 

"For you I will do everything in my power.” 

The Wolfes were gratified.but from then on had an even 
uneasier existence and it SEs about an outward change in Mr. 
Wolfe's attitude. 7 War) ne Greer 

‘ "Frieda," he said to his wife, 


-3h- 


too much is too much, 


I nave 
longer: nope and nus. bav? n 
ee shang® pis: feeling was impossib) 
a, 
if and her children alive 
> 


ome washer every 
11 hope yost,: 14° qistles?> wallet a) wife 
a : 

d faith symbols of the 


Von: Luntz - 


Americans had come and Holland 
wolfe, who nad died earlier that 


entered 
for Mr. 


qldren were £r 
Nope and trust saved us and 


was saved. 
eed. Years later they 


week, but Mrs. Wol. 
to tel] their Amer: 


fe and the ch 
were ican friends» 
will continue to do so in any crisis." Bc er 

Esther Dreifus, 230-2 
y CANNOT WoRK TODAY oy 


ed with many things, . 
prors, shoes and kings. 
der nilltop sings. 
ot work today! — 


| My-mind, is £11" 
Of books end mi 
The lark on you 
ARBs roan 


I cannot work today! 


_ Unbar the door and let me see 

If what I seek is seeking me 

Tf what I long for longs coos 
T cannot work today! 
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Teachers" Moods 


(Hints on How to pe) 


pefore I begin, IT would like to say een 
Paper’ 4s 
fiction. I am writing it at the request of a frieng, ¢ 
‘or the 


all students who 
penefit of would like to know h 
ow to get the 


wpper hand of their teachers. 


In my ‘many years as a student I have ha 
d every kind of 
teacher 


- veri ‘ave been able to handle them to good advantage ; In thi. 
s n s 


pe per I shall classify, define,’ and tell = ‘Proper method £ 
or 
pandling ce majority of teachers’ moods. 


 pirst, ‘there is. the teacher who is ovine £6: bea young: 
7 & young, 


gtultifying student like yourself. she will easily get off the 

gubject and begin talking about her trip to Hawaii. Then to show 

you that she is still quite young and Vigorous, she will get up 

and demonstrate to the whole class how to-do the hula dance in. one 

easy lesson. In a situation like this, humor her, agree with her, 

and just sit and look brainy. If you handle her right, you might 

be fortunate enough to. get straight Ass af not, nothing lower 

than a Be A hint, oe the wise: a few intelligent questions will help. 
puring your years. of studying, you will probably come across 

a teacher who knows what she is doing. She will teach you, grade 

you, and ae fail you without blinking an eyelash. She will be 

hard, she will sound cruel, give onerous homework, and there 

will be nothing you can do about it. Your only recourse is to 

study a little, be well mannered, and when she speaks, listen 

very attentively. Beware t tears, threats, promises, even a fit 

yon't help you. In fact, they might do more harm than good. So 

be brave. You have a teacher in every sense of the word. I assure 


that you will learn a great deal from her, but at the seme time hate 
236- 


are im need of some infor. 


hen you will remember 


: ary spongss and you won't h 
ike a ave 
achers the impr ession that you 


they wilt give you grades that prove it. 
e 

on type will worship you cet 
omin | 
y the flowers and agree with what. 


you will just clean 


wate 
person and deathly scareg 


ever she saySe she is 
n that the parent 
4 erying spell or 
The obscured mind of 


of the opinio 
threat will get you good grades 
+) 


qn this case 4 sligh 
a teacher may 


but be careful, my friend. 


so save the threats for last. 


become rebellious; 
ct of teachers! 


T have touched only the surface on this subje 
moods, for there are countless ones that I have not yet mentioned, 
bad teachers, and indifferent teachers. 


There are good teachers, 
ate, and if you follow my 


some you will like, others you will h 


instructions, the majority of teachers you will conquer. 


Penny Atsalinos 212-2 


EPITAPH 


Mark this piece of earth! 

Here a dream has shattered 

The jagged edges remain, glass-like, 
To pierce the heart of the dreamer. 


Anne Mininberg, 127-4 
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muted sky. Daddy builds @ fire 
3 


then h 
front of the television, Hee S and the boys sprawl in :: 


t 


€ papers, My 


bedroom is "disgracefull" y, 
ommy exaggerates and my homework is 


not yet finished, but thi ; 
G an afternoon for drudger: 
Ya 


My mother is a 
Sentimental woman, In boxes and brief cases 


saves old 
she old letters, cards, Pictures, and Memories, So do I 


Now 1 take out @ duétycrentefolié enatwithasawite iy room, 1 


eproad the contents on ny blue patterned studio bed and sort 
through them, 


A pile of old report cards, relics from the days when 
teachers sent actual written reports to parents, "Lila is a fine 
student, particularly in language work," my third grade teacher 
professed,"----but extremely talketive and playful!" I fly 
through these and turn to the pictures, How strange to see 
Mommy in knee socks and pigtails and Daddy fifteen years ago. 
We were young too," Daddy says, smiling at Mommy. They wink 
at each other. : 

I, Lila, age fourteen, scrutinize Lila, age five months, 
fat and blissfully content. Then, at two, here I am posing pet- 
ulantly ona staircase, "You were such a showoff; once on the 
bus you hugged a shocked young woman of about twenty whom I'd 
never seen before and asked her if she were your grandmother," 
A yellowed newspaper clipping flutters to the floor—-me, at 


four, with my graduation class from nursery school, So many 


38s 


a book of poems, too 


There is 
ts past. 
wae a oo favorite selectio 
: 1 tt1e 2° q oper 4t to my ; a a 
‘ 4 
Its cover sag? sal 1 at absorbed pef ore ped reading "Little 
yee To wee ae when : 
ss ord nd eerie “5, goblins! 12 getch! 4f you dontt 
Orphan Annie" a 
Go hn night I purrowed under the covers and teen ae 
watch out? Bac fk 
, of the dark. once AE Es 
of the night 


“ness 
fragile darkness 
ametee ently into By Toca een 
qows then, + clustere 
4n the gloom. 
J!gs hoarse ery 


“to be afraid 


led the 
ee pdue 


: rort to Suoe™ 
(an. effor es and pegged for sleep 


I shivered, yet 
rd great ra 
tolen from their lairs. 


As if they'd s 
fear clutched at my heart 
he stairs, 


eaked upon t 
ease give me strength 


a 
little light." 
The fragile darkness of the night 
Withdraws, for now the day is dawning, 
Scatter now, my foolish fears; 

I'm not afraid, for here is morning! 


I promise no 


. rf you'll just send: 2. 


I smile and put that page aside. » Darkness was S50 frighteni 
to me then; it.is so beautiful to me now--the beach at night 
i » snow 


at night, crisp black autumn nights.... 


An or 
other poem. Punctually in January every winter I 
come down 


4 d 3 
? d 


Doctor Ow 
en terms a virus infection", "Juice, toast; te 
d > ay, and rest,!! 
’ 


he prescribed i 

: , So I busied my thoughts with readin 

ditties,. I-satirized: eee 
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’ 
‘ 


Come ny dear to V Yegrets 
And sit and "spelt Z 


dre dful Abb Lee 
Well 


tands out. I read at quickly , 
s 
“Whappily ever after," 


Other tasks 


The sky is a 
the first flakes 
j d for q while ] watch 
lish gray now an 
charcoa 


ently down, 
of moist snow ae On 


aG0e 


the nursee *Bek! That» 


by my peloved mother when 
4ar outburst was ny 


yet I had so mich 


she first gaw mee two days olds 

que appearances t was only GC soiintaly bias 
Ke hanging down that my face en, 
l ar ha 4 
thick, black ha ng now I remembered my first days so 


pably wondert 
opperfield could 


my family erew ac 
For. the next one and one-half 


You are now pro ue me hes i! 


vividly; if David © 
In a very short time, 
me in the household. 


customed to my presence 


and accepted 
Laughing, crying, talk. 


ng except eat and sleeps 


years, I did nothi 
were unheard of in my presense. I think 


ing, walking; and playing 
my parents thought I was mentally retarded. 


Finally the blessed day camee 
That was her first mistake. She went 


My mother set me down in the 


middle of the living room. 
to answer the door. That was another miscalculation. The next 


moment a crash was heard by all who were presente Running into the 
room, my mother locked at me and screamed. (That seems to be one 
of her chief habits when I'm arounde) There I was, standing near 
a beautiful, hand-painted vase which, at this moment, was scattered 
about the floor. To this day I hare figured out whether she was 
yelling because her favorite vase was broken or because she was so 
overjoyed that I was walking. 

Many years passed and nothing happened which stands out in my 
memory. Finger painting was my specialty. Somehow I can not forget 


throw i 
ng some paint at another student, but the reason I did so 
isle 


escapes me, 


My friends 
~ WaS insipid of me to waste my 


id no heed to their admonitions, 


and violin. Having Started Piano in grade school, I play better ang 


prefer it to the violin which I Just took up in junior high school, 
Another activity of mine is reading. I delight in settling 
down with a well-written mystery for a hight? 


S entertainment and 
relaxation. I also relish classics ang Some kinds of poetry, 
Following along in the deen. vein, I like an evening listening 
to classical music, mainly synphonies and operas, but I also enjoy 
present day musicals and rock and roll, 
My life, as you seé, has not been exciting, adventurous, or 

glamorous. It has been filled with the normal hopes and ambitions 
of a young girl. Maturing is a very difficult and tedious process 
which we all must pass through. It forms and builds our charactristics. 
traits, and beet good and bad. I hope I make it. 

“42 Brenda Lyman, 219-2 


place in which they spenqg 


room or den, for Ane tenses 


our EE revolves around our 


found there at all 


a refuge from the hot sun, an 


leeping place. Mostly we use 


¢%imes > AD 


eating place and, 


jn some instances) 
us in time of trouble; it 


on--it goathes 


templatic 
a Lace for con 
4t as 4 P ee ae mysterious | calmness about the place--a 
3 our joys 
share the wind, which otter howls through the branches 


8 that ot ‘even 


n the st: 
e leaves “yolently, Eve Hinging 


calmnes 


or rustles th 


can djeturd. 


the leafy green dome. 


annot penotrete 
4 memories involve this won- 


ome of my fondes 
his natural tent 
nile playing in ‘the earth 


pellets of rain ¢ 
My earliest and 8 
Tt was under t 


derful tree that I took my first 
stumbling steps. It was here that, 


beneath, I lifted my ey 


and awe and, gesturing upward - 
nrit-ty", For 


es “in yonderment 


uttered mY first word 


toward the murmuring boughs , 
in the sandbox, or eke the 


a to sit and build castles 
unshine on the ground. 
ght ‘through the spaces formed by the 


hours I us 
I remember once in the 


dancing lacework of s 
I looked at the dimming li 
imagined that there were fairies flitting about. That could 


evening, 
leaves and 
very will have been, ie i have always thought that the old sassafras 
tree had a quality of mystery about it. cae 

When we ) children were young, the tree and the area surrounding 
it were ke an -amusenent park, Besides supporting two hammocks and 
a levee Ladder-back swing, the fanily awaDe we called aM the tree had 


one end of 4 cable -wir 
guy-wire stacks to it, which sloped downwards 


A swing was 


_ Because : 
was packed with hed ghborhoog is of this "sky-ride®, the yard 
se ' 8 3 
days when my father was hone 


As I grew older, 


made me a rope ladder 


¢ “s 
More The thing Swayed and trembled while I 
ascended it, and the. fear of falling never qu? , 


-‘e left me until I 
pa eo eettieloga, it developed muscles and coordination 
and ore better oe anything else could have done. Upon Peecting 
ee would straddle the thick limb and work my way back to the 
crotch where I had mounted a cushion. There T would’ sit for hours 
gazing at the world above and below me, watching the birds and the 
insects that had made this tree their home, 

I got so much enjoyment out of this primitive tree climbing that 
ny father decided to make a more permanent establishment, It was 
quite fancy, for it was made out of steel and plywood. This treefort 
even had an electrical outlet connected with the house, so that lights 
and even radio might be enjoyed in it, A string was attached to the 
bottom rung of the rope ladder, so that the occupants of the treefort 
might pull it up, making the platform inaccessible from all sides. 


By this time we were much too heavy for the "sky-ride", 50 we 


diy 


+ in which we put the th4; 
Ngs 


a paske 
ould stand in the fop 
+ ang 


Then we © 


gminated the difficult proce 
88 9 
f 


this et 


for the tree house, but I never 
Seen 
to 


too old 
1d and wise standing there, th 
> 
© tal. 


e tree seems $° Oo 
with its hea 

an the springs tiny pale green p 
ad g 


vy arms reaching toward y 
Cave n 


eating 4 mystic green cloud. In the 
Sumner 
> 


(ond 

may think quietly in its undi 
s 

turh ed 


1 over it, 


1 shade where I 


purst out al 
g turn prilliant orange-gold and the ¢ 
Teg 


J welcome its coo. 
In fall, its leave 
g flame fingering t 
f its massive struc 
In every seas 
OWS it, 


ne breeze. It is only in wint 
er 


ture because its skelot 
Eon 


air. 
becomes 4 livin 


one becomes aware 0 
gainst the wintry sky. 
verence that I think of it 
Ss rustlin 
g leayas 


that 
is seem sharply a 
magnificence. It is with re 
for it has surely become a part of 

le, 


and protective branches, 
Ellen Spathelf 


» Ss & ine 
vgs descriptiy ceeee excerpts wton Of a 
Sensitivity © Passages ang .° 


and feeling, i a a Btyle es 
THE ROSE 


tation was.poor and workers in the c 


moved their families and themselves to dwelling.p) 
S-plac 
their place of employment, 8 near 


In later years, with the invention of the oe 
Omobile 


the 
more prosperous of these families moved b 
to nicer areas 
with 


where a man sould stretch out 
in the sun in his own back yard and see beauty in ey rythi 
2: ng 


jess crowded living conditions, 


prone him= sunlight stretching her long golden nga 
every corner of the garden, sokesiel Swimming contentedly in 
the fishpond, and childred playing cheerfully in the two yards 
adjacent, 

He could enjoy these things in quiet solitude, broken 
only by the cheerful cries of children, away from the mono- 
tonous drone of fishwives and the drunken brawls of sities 
to which he had become so accustomed, Surely peace gia cuca 
reigned supreme, 

With many city dwellings now easily accessible and at little 
cost, a new breed of people moved in, These were the poverty- 
stricken, the drunkenchucbandcveriduaeette type of people who 


considered their equalid way of life something to be tolerated 


but not improved upon. 


Here were the status-quo-ers, who didn't realize that 


or to 
living conditions never stay the same but go from po 


d= 


rabl 
miserable and £rom mise 


hings changed 


a discer 
to 
bserver would find it hard 
obse’ 
eneration = of 
ae fruit of 4 forgotten & 
en seit whose progeny proved , 


xe were the rote 


. n ambitLous sp 


e were some of th 


a ‘ 
people with e cfudest, most 


imple 
plain, § 
ritablee Her 


that it was not inhe 


vulgar people in the world - 
lle. | 
Marie Roche 
Bea tiny speck of good in a monstrous pit of 
8 8 a 


arie Rochelle wa 
: n a tangled web of da 


rkness. 
evil - the one silver thresd 2 


Marie Rochelle was dyinge 


* * 
other moved her ped over to the window so that 
r 


ve 


Every day he 
treet below, but more often then 


she could look down onto the s 
not she had to force hersel£ to look. 


The pathetic waifs who formed the daily concourse there were 


shabbily clothed and practically always hungry; their thin young 


faces were brown from lack of scru bing while pale from lack of 


food, Their vulgar language shocked her, and their miserable 
condition drove her to such profound compassion for them that she 
often found it difficult to refrain from bursting into tears, 
which seemed to have no other effect than to show her how foolish 
she was in crying over something she could do nothing about. 
* % * 
(In this part of the story Marie Rochelle desperately longs 


to sce a rosé, which her name represents,) 


47. 


and grew until it became almost an obsession, 


» Somehow, 
she must find a rose, But where? 


No houses nearby had roges in their gardens, For that matter 
There was hardly room enough for the 
teeming population of the city, 


no houses had gardens, 


and no room at all for go silly a 


thing as a garden, Still, they were not missed, for it ig quite 


impossible to miss something you have never even known, 


Diane Schwartz » 206-2 
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the Eng, t. 
be} £ Mr: e n 
oO. Ss Ellen Glassnar ly Susa: 


the girectLo 
Barry Schenof and Alan Weitz mad 
e 


work of typing 4 
f Miss Nancylee Smith. 


The nd duplicating 


the office machines classes ° 
Faculty sponsors and 


ervised the stapling 


Mr, Paul Hahn sup 
5 Isabella Harris. 


